ANGEL    PAVEMENT

WHEN he awoke next morning; he knew at once that
he was in possession of an exquisite secret and was quite
different from the Turgis who had rubbed his eyes so
often in that little room. He was the chap who had been
kissed by Miss Lena Golspie the night before. He was
also the chap she was going to telephone to this very day
and take to the Colladium this very night. He jumped
out of bed and then jumped into the part of this new
and splendid chap. The fact that he still looked like the
old Turgis, to whom nothing wonderful had ever hap-
pened, only made it all the more amusing.

"Another raw morning, my word," said Mrs. Pelump-
ton, as she handed him his breakfast, 'Them's best off
this morning who has to stay in. Edgar's been gone these
two hours, and a nasty cold job it must be in that station
this morning."

"Yes, it must, Mrs. Pelumpton," said Turgis heartily.
"I'm sorry for Edgar." And so he was. Edgar would
never be kissed by a girl like Lena Golspie, not if he
lived to be a thousand. Poor dreary devil!

Old Pelumpton shuffled in, unwashed, blue about the
nose, and wearing a greasy muffler. Turgis had seen him
like that many times before, but this morning he re-
sented the appearance of this dirty apparition. If Lena
Golspie knew that he had to eat his breakfast looking at
that nasty old mess, who might have just crawled out
of the dust-bin, she would probably never speak to him
again.

"No letter, I shee," said Mr. Pelumpton, going to the
fire and warming his hands. "That meansh he doeshn't